The God Prince of Ylateen
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The Ylat Sisterhood had gathered outside the auditing chamber of the Grand Palace’s nursery, patiently awaiting the birth of Falyae’s firstborn daughter. A crowd of maidens jostled about a pane of elliptical glass framing the wall of the antechamber abutting the operating theater. Inside, they could see a party of automated surgeons meticulously and artfully utilizing a vast array of different sized scalpels, surgical lasers, machine incisors, and hypodermic needles in a ballet of strict procedure and precise, gentle strokes that first prepared the womb for jettisoning, then the hatching of the reptilian fetus into the umbilical chamber of the nursery.

Laser scanners, ultrasonic scopes, and infrared probes had confirmed, much to the virgin female’s dismay, that the embryo was doomed to the curse of effeminate existence; no God Prince would be born this day.

But as the onlookers scrutinized the midwife robots, and the laboring mother, they could not hear, but merely see the glass flasks filled with life-sustaining fluid and the electronic monitors of the life support systems begin to quake and rattle, then watched in horror and amazement as the equipment array shattered and exploded. Some dark eidolon commanding mystical powers, it seemed, didn’t want Falyae to have her baby.

Or, perhaps, the reptilian child didn’t want to be hatched from its shell.

But, inevitably, the delivery proceeded with the aid of the thinking machines—the stupefied audience continuing to watch with fearful curiosity. And, when the newborn was finally spawned from its mother, it became quickly apparent that Falyae was dead. The placenta had burst inside her egg sac before it could be fully removed from her uterus, and organic toxins that normally would have been suspended in natural containment were unleashed upon her body’s delicate systems to wreak havoc of utterly hellish consequence.

Even with Falyae dead, however, the routine nursery procedures continued, and the delivery was a partial success, if one overlooked the fact that the mother had not survived. It wasn’t that the robots erred; machines performed only as they had been made to, and technology on the planet Ylateen was long past its infancy.

The band of observing women edged closer to the glass to gaze with bright, wondering eyes upon the face of their newborn sister.

But the child of Sister Falyae was not a daughter—the Ylat Sisterhood had been denied a newly consecrated priestess; they had gained a propagator.

The Ylat God Prince, after two centuries of genetic dormancy, had risen to reclaim his dominance of the long-living reptilian species.

The population would be pleased to receive this news, and within several hours it would have been spread across the continent of virgin females in writing, accompanied with gifts from the Grand Palace—narcotics, bottles of the precious beverage vergella’bella, and ovarian fertility gauges.

Smiles found their way to the awestruck faces of the maidens as the revelation befell them with slow but definite affirmation. With a little more patience, and a lot of gracious caring, they would soon have a lover of mutual empowerment. They could, once and for all—after decades of celibacy and racial decadence—regain, for the sake of the Ylat Empire, ecological domination over the icy, frozen world.

— — —

Vessyrae smiled softly as the infant God Prince seemed to meet her glance, and she felt his radiant energy strike her like an eruption pungent fumes; perhaps it was his magical attunement with the male-dominated universe’s dark half calling out to her—enthralling even the most gifted sister of the Tiar’renaam witches.


Scientifically, while it defied the religious documents regarding the genesis of the Ylat God Prince, it had been proposed through very hush-hush circles that the intelligent reptilian species that reigned over the planet produced and expunged a potent chemical pheromone into the air that could be sensed by potential mates as far as several kilometers away, using stimulatory hormonal reactions triggered deep within the brain to conquer the subconscious mind and override the female’s will for the sake of safeguarding the prospect for propagation.


But this child was far too young to produce such particularly adolescent pheromones. She was under the influence of his Lyriim—that is, his otherworldly potential for power; this was the gift of the luminous, mystical ice world of Ylateen.


Yet, without his small brain’s hormones producing the pungent attractants that would one day cause him total control over the copious beings of his species belonging to the opposite sex, he was powerless to fend off Vessyrae’s talent for disillusionment and plain, simple vision; the child was hideous.
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The God Prince had been named, after a rare poisonous flower with jade petals that grew scarcely amongst the polar regions of the upper hemisphere of Ylateen’s geographic sphere, Vornikar. He didn’t particularly care for the name that had been given to him, but he found nothing to be gained from hating the dear friends of his deceased mother for something as trivial as having been named the way in which he had. His name was his identity, and a very symbolic representation of who his mother was said to have been. Sure, it might have been ridiculous to be named after a feminine prize such as a blossoming plant, but that had its uses; he could use it to strike the advantageous concept of underestimation upon his enemies, should any arise.


The son of Falyae spent much of his time in the Ylat Grand Palace’s vast library, seeking not to better his own personal welfare and outward appearance, but instead to learn the nature of others by perusing the detailed records of ancient galactic history, and by using various forms of deduction to predict his own prophesies of the future and play strange games of the mind by determining the alternate outcomes of significant events throughout the span of what was considered to be civilized time.


Because his time was spent intellectually bettering himself; and because he had been forever hailed as the savior of his female elders and ordained the Ylat God Prince by the Tiar’renaam Sisterhood, he failed to question his own purity. He did not consider himself having any sort of imperfection whatsoever; he had never so much as thought to glance at a mirror.
